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a summer evening at Therapia, where we had been drawn by the beauty of the day to visit a friend who lived in a picturesque yali, the balconies of which overhung the turquoise waters of the Bosphorus. One of the girls suggested a game. "Let's all give our written opinion, of Pierre Loti," she cried, " and the prize for the best shall be a jar of Sadie's rose jam! " So paper and pencils were fetched, and I watched the competitors as they sat intent, biting the ends of their pencils, their dark eyes fixed reflectively on the gleaming water outside as they tried to fix in words the characteristics of the man who at that time interested Turkish women more than any other.
A few moments later the signal was given, and all hands were outstretched offering me the papers to be read aloud. I remember how struck I was with the piquancy of the judgments passed on the great French writer. The one to which the prize was awarded by common consent ran as follows : " Pierre Loti vaut moins que ses livres et ses livres valent plus que sa vie ! " Pretty scathing that as an appreciation, but the writer professed to know Loti well, and was one of the originals of his book, Les Desen-chanUes. To get his knowledge of harem life at first hand, he had, I was told, broken all the rules of Turkish etiquette and had forced himself into more than one of those secluded haunts of maiden dreams, the harems of Constantinople, and it was probably on this fact that they founded their unkind judgment of him.
There was a time when I imagined that the harem was absolutely inaccessible to any man but the husband, father or son of the inmates, but when134                  ' INDISCRETIONS'
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